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salt and brandy, and ignite it, before Sir William
and his brother came up.
In the dense darkness of the wood, beside the road,
they suddenly saw a ghastly figure, illumined by a
lambent blue flame which danced in the air before it.
They stood rooted to the spot, petrified with fear.
Slowly the apparition stole towards them. They were
too frightened to cry out and run. Suddenly, with
an unearthly howl, the spectre plunged something
metallic into the breast of Sir William Call's yellow
nankeen waistcoat, the livid flame fell around him
in drops, and all vanished.
When he came to himself Sir William found an iron
spoon in his bosom. He and his brother, much
alarmed, and not knowing what to think of what they
had seen, returned to Combe. They knocked at the
door. Hawker put his head with nightcap on out
of the bedroom window and asked who were dis-
turbing his rest. They begged to be admitted: they
had something of importance to communicate. He
came downstairs in a dressing-gown, and introduced
them to his parlour. There the iron spoon was
examined. 'It is very ancient,3 said Sir William:
'the date on it is 1702—just the time when Stowe
was pulled down.'
'It smells very strong of brandy,' said George Call.
Robert Hawker's twinkling eye and twitching
mouth revealed the rest.
"Pon my word,' said Sir William Call, 'you nearly
killed me; and, what is more serious, nearly made
me believe in spirits.'
*Ah!' added Robert dryly, 'you probably did
believe in them when they ran in a river of flame
over your yellow nankeen waistcoat.'
The marriage with Charlotte Pans took place on
6th November, 1824. On Hawker's return to Oxford
with his wife after the Christmas vacation (and he
took her there, riding behind him on a pillion), he

